WOOKEY  HOLE

1 HE MAYOR OF GLASTONBURY HAD FINISHED HIS BREAKFAST
and was reading the Western Gazette. Mr. Timothy Wollop was
an honest man. He had never deliberately cheated a ftlluw-
creature of a farthing. He was a self-controlled man. He had
never, since the death of his father, Mr. Constantine Wollop., lost
his temper with any living soul. To his father, now in his grave
in the cemetery on the Wells Road, Mr. Wollop had been irriiable
on several occasions. But old Constantine's ways towards the
end had been past all bearing. A saint would have cursed the
old wretch. A philosopher would have done worse. An ordinary
man would have murdered him. But Timothy had only been just
perceptibly cross! Mr. Wollop had neither wife nor children.
His servants were kept at such a respectful distance that they
may be said to have been non-existent. They were the hands that
kept his house clean and warm and that brought him his moderate
meals at reasonable hours. Had they been the Ravens that fed
Elisha, or the invisible attendants who waited upon the Prince
in the fairy story, they could not have been more de-humanised.
Mr. Timothy Wollop lived to himself. To say that because he
was lonely he was unhappy would have been to utter the extreme
opposite of the truth. Mr. Wollop was one of the happiest men
in Somersetshire. He neither smoked, nor drank, nor whored.
He never gave way, even in the solitary watches of the night, to
the feverish pricks of sensual desire. As soon as his head touched
the pillow he fell asleep. Of what did Mayor Wollop dream? He
never dreamed; or, if he did, he forgot his dream so completely
on awakening, that for a man to say, "I dreamed like Mayor
Wollop," would be tantamount to saying "My sleep was dream-
less." Of what did Mayor Wollop think as he walked from his
house in Wells Road to his shop in High Street? He thought of
ichat he saw. In truth it may be said that with the exception of
Bert Cole no one in Glastonbury regarded the Panorama of
Things and Persons with more absorbing interest than did its
Mayor. Not a stink or a stone, not a bit of orange-peel in any gut-